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He gave her her head, and the old horse sped
With the speed of a swallow flight, And the pauper's heart sang aloud with glee And his age-bleared eyes shone bright.
"Last  night it  was  hell  with  their   Work'ouse
bell,
Their skilly and swipes and bread. The   Parson   may   preach    of    his    angels    and
crowns,
But give me a gallop on Devonshire Downs, I take this as 'eaven instead."
But alas for age that apeth youth,
To find Reaper Time hath nor pity nor ruth!
Three furlongs on the sodden sward,
And the bay mare drooped her crest. Her weak knees trembled, her sleek sides heaved,
And sobbed her  gallant  breast. The huntsman drew rein and sorrowfully cried, " Now, gently, Gay Lass.   We must easy ride. Thy muscles are flabby as unbaked dough, And  with  bellows  to mend,  we   must   e'en   go slow."
He opened a gate and walked her through,
And on for a mile o'er the Wold, And here in a furrow, panting hard,
Lay Wisdom, the dog hound old,